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dance for want of a partner. But, of course, one ball
is very like another ball, and they must all come to an
end. Some "prudent mammas insist on going away
before supper, others more indulgently remain through-
out the whole of the programme j but at last" God save
the Queen" admonishes even the latest lingerers that
it is time to go home. We must not follow the young
ladies to their tents; but it is very well known that
they do sit up there for a very long time, laughing and
talking over all the incidents of the ball. To the men
the hour after the ball is often one of grateful refresh-
ment, as we gather together in the comfortable arm-
chairs of the al fresco drawing-room, and sit wrapped
in our great-coats, smoking the fragrant weed, and
protecting ourselves from the cold night air with
steaming glasses of whisky-and-water, and discussing
the events of the day and the plans of the morrow, until
we retreat to our tents comforted with the knowledge
that there will be no big gun fired to wake us at day-
break, and there will be no horrid band marching
through the camp to disturb our slumbers. And so
end the labours of a long Tuesday.

Wednesday is theoretically to be a day of rest. The
camp breakfast hour is fixed at 10, but there are some
ardent spirits who know no repose, and your rest is
disturbed by the noise made in the adjacent tent by
your friends Jones and Smith, who are bent on an
expedition to shoot snipe or quail before breakfast.
Other men are getting up early to go down to the fair